THE  TIME  OF  MY  LIFE
At the second school I talked directly to Dr. Ward* the dean, one
of the most forceful and completely adequate men I have ever
known. As he sat at his desk his physical presence was augmented
by an aura of vitality and calm assurance, the tonic effect of which
pervaded the room and imbued me, while there, with the feeling
that, were I ill, anything at all from his hands would certainly
cure me. Slowly my tangled thoughts took shape to form lucid
statements of fact; in a half-hour's conversation he drew more
from me and gave more in return than had Dean Richardson of
Harvard in several hours*
He said the college year had been changed; the first semester of
the next term would begin late in June, run eight months.
Tuition fees were two hundred dollars a year in advance. He
mentioned that Dr. Canney had spoken of me to him; he would
speak to Dr. Bryant, the registrar. The college building could
stand a coat of paint; the janitor was getting along in years,
doubtless she would welcome a husky young assistant. He recalled
a small vacant room in the basement which had been used by a
former student who ran short of funds. There would be a faculty
meeting next Friday at noon; I must be on hand prepared to give
a good account of myself.
Promptly at noon next Friday I was on hand, but in no state
of mind to give any account of myself, good or otherwise; iny
enthusiasm and self-confidence were rapidly oozing out with each
drop of sweat which kept me mopping at my hands and brow
while I waited. Clearly I must have misunderstood him, or perhaps
he had misunderstood me. The idea of a total stranger finding a
chance to work his way through medical school, with a living-
room in the building free of cost, was fantastic. Such things
happened in dreams and books, but not in life. When Dr. Canney
finally called me into the library I was stewing in my own clammy
juice of dejection.
A dozen or more solemn-looking men were gathered around a
table arguing, of all things, issues involved in a hotly contested
paEtical campaign, They glanced up briefly, then resumed the
argument, leaving me even more confused as to what was expected
of me. Presently Dr. Ward cleared his throat, rapped for order,
introduced me as the new student. There were some friendly nods*
some conventional remarks. The professor of surgery whisptoed
idia&etliing to the professor of anatomy, who whispered something
10 the professor of mental and nervous diseases, who nodded 10